Life and Letters

that his characters were actual men and women
of whom he merely chronicled some of the
words and deeds. And it is an immense
compliment to his literary craftsmanship that
even men who do not forget that Drood and
Company were fictitious, assume that his art
was so perfect and the relation between cause
and effect in his works so precise that, given a
set of characters and a set of circumstances
provided by him, one should be able infallibly
to deduce what remains undisclosed from
what the novelist,, who is as true to nature as
Nature herself, has revealed. But I don't
think that even Dickens's literary craftsman-
ship can deserve so high a compliment as all
that. Nor does Dickens's literary conscience.
Even if words of his were produced giving such
and such an explanation of the problem and
the mystery, and such and such a sketch of
the end of the book, I should not take those
words as gospel. For he was not so perfect a
craftsman (who is ?) as to leave himself no
two ways out of a situation, and his conscience
was not so relentless as to prevent him from
producing the most unlikely effects from his
causes, if whim or expediency made him feel
inclined so to do. He was demonstrably not
above faking a most improbable last act to a
novel in order to gratify the sentiment of the
public. And I refuse to believe that he, who
could make almost any character do almost
anything, disguise almost any man as some